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JAi'i »I'0 *'istru'i i. io of Avelllno had
visl -n> *. was to be rich ar.J grow
many i r ; os America, whence came

ti Strang * golden-haired men and
women with the barbarous speech

ami much gold. for which they cared so

Utile, w.-i'ld welcome him. call him little
1 rot! it. r!v. him work ami s.-ml him back
to car i 1 talia with |.cc!: ts heavy.
For i..» 1 is¦ t Gestornl of Atrlpalda

just r< ti n.. 1 from live years in that far-
(,S fr. iand ai r..-s from the bay of Na¬
ples. t!irt¦ n Us-.s of journ vy by the great
l.'.ats" Hml lie n >t rtciteU his adventures
t:. night before over many sips of chiantl
In the Cnfe Greco? What was it he said?
"per Uac.o. Jacopo. it is true, that which

I am t. lling til.-". It Is a country of won¬

derful greatness, this America. Always
there is work to do for which they pay
well. Food tivere Is in plenty and of suffi¬
cient iheapr.tss. In liv.^ years I have saved
more than 2,o4iO scudl. In the coin .f Amer¬
ica. two thousand 'dollar.' I shail buy a

cafe in la bella Napolt. Altrol Thou. too.
shouldst leave la bella Maria ana the bam¬
bino Giovanni Fortune awaits thee across

the seas."
Per San Gennaro! And why not? True,

to leave Maria and fat little Glovannlno,
three years old only. w>>uiU be a matter of
many tears Hut women's tears come al¬
ways quickly and dry more quickly. What
were t. ars. to stand In the way of the for¬
tune across the seas? Nothing. That very
day he should t 1! Maria.
Maria wept softly for three hours, then

returned to h<-r brcalmaking singing, and
shedding recalcitrant tears into the dough.
It was arrar.g. d that Donna V'enna should
take In the deserted ones, giving housing
and food for inu> h work in the little bake
shop. Pletro. the traveler, was to accom¬

pany the exultant Jaopo to Naples and
tee him safely aboa.'d th" great boat.
Jacopo talked much to ail Avdllno of hiB
new fortune It was all settl. d. He hsul
1 lit to cross the sea. stay two thr e, four,
maybe five vears, and return laden with
ruches.
Parting with tl.v loved ones ame shortly

at the railway station of Avellino. Maria
h« id little Giovanni up to the third-class
carriage window for a last paternal smack,
accompanl.l by the Inevitable "M-m-mm,''
seemingly ever a part of Latin osculation.
Guards slammed the doors, a wheeze from
the rheumatic engine and Avelllno was left
behind. I'ntl a curve hid them irom sight
Jacopo igrored placard warnings and
stretched frotn the window, waving a big
}>:!ow handkerchief Maria stood swaying
or. the platform walling in desolation.

"Oh. lasso' Oh. powrlna. che iaro, Oirne!
Oime: *

»
. *

Jacopo wept and smoked Pletro s Nea¬
politan cigars with straws through them
all the way in silence to Salerno. A change
©f trains and Naples was entered late that
night. I'ntll dawn Jacopo and Pletro sat
In Pletro's m w little cafe and discussed
Jacopo s future. Pietro had much advice.
"Remember, caro amlco, what I have told

thee of tills abominable English tongue. It
la necessary that thou shouldst in ike tliy-
¦clf understood somewhat to find thyself
about. Bhoulds.t thou wish to tlnd a certain
house or qua.,er have some forestlcre (for¬
eigner) to write It down for thee or paper.
Then In seeking it thou car.^i address a
carrab'niere. wiiat In America they call
'ph s-a-man.' Give him the paper and say
to him what I have told thee. Tue plees-
a-rr.an thou cai.st easily find. On the Join¬
ing place of the sir-cts he stands ever,
dressed richly In blue, with many gold but¬
tons. and bearing a round stick, long, like
so. Beware, caro amlco. of this fearful
stkk. Anger not the plees-a-man. A blow
on the hta.l from the stick and net soon
¦v.-lit thou awaken. It is one who knows
that tells thee. Ebbene! What was it I
told thee to ask? 1 would see If thou hast
remembered."
"I give the tlces-a-man tho paper. I re¬

move my hat. 1 say.Dio Caro, I forget.

Tiftleh Yga To ar
Ah! I say: 'Pits, meestalre pless-a-rian, 'ow
Ah getta dees a place.' Cospetto! I remem¬
ber well, amieo, do I not?"
"Kvero. Dost remember what I told thee

to say In seeking work?"
"Per Bucco, si; 'Plis, meestaire, giv' a me

da Job.' "

"And when thou dost not understand?"
"Ah! "Nou capiscO, no spik Kengleesh.'

Is It not wunil. rfu!, my remembrance?"
"Per San Gennaro, it is miraculous."
Then Pietro bethought him of an amusing

jest. His was a sly wit.
"Ah! Jacopo, caro amieo, it has just re¬

turned to me that I have neglected to tell
thee how to express thy gratitude to the
plees-a-man and others rendering thee as¬

sistance in America. Thou shouldst smile
happily and from the heart say: 'Gy'a ta
hell." "

"Per Bacco. it has a quarrelsome sound.
Again, amieo."
"Go'a ta hell."
"Ah! It comes to me. 'Go'a ta hell. Go'a

ta hell.' I shall re.uember."
V

*
* *

At noon t. s next day Jacopo waved
farewell to Pi' tro on the dock and saw

la bella Napoll slip into the haze from
threatening Vesuvian fires. He found him¬
self one of hundreds of his countrymen, like
himself, bound for America and fortune.
It was pleasant, this mingling with happy,
expectant brothers and sisters. It was pleas¬
ant that afternoon and night, but at break¬
fast the next day the ship was plowing
Into a westerly gale that was piling up the
surface of the Mediterranean in heavy
hillocks. At the table Jacopo felt a sudden
dizziness.
"Dio Caro!'* he cried, and, racked by

nausea, fled from the saloon and sought his
dark, stuff} bunk. Then days later he
crawled to the deck, weak, emaciated and
heart and home sick. There was nothing
rosy about the future. He wished himself
dead a thousand times.
The lust three days of the passage were

over sunlit, rippling seas. When they
picked up the lightship at the Hook Jaco¬
po had recovered much of his radiant opti¬
mism. Life was worth living after all.
He could not sleep that night oft quaran¬
tine for excitement.
Ths next morning he took his placc in

line with his fellow steerage pass^ngerr,
and a fat little man in uniform poked him
all over, made him stick out his tongue and
did other curious and absurd things, while
a fellow-Italian performed the office of in¬
terpreter. A little later and Jacopo, with
his shiny, compressed paper gripsack and
kerchief bundles hugged to his breast, was
hustled down a gangway into a tug along
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with a horde of his fellow-passengers and
ferried toward those huge, mountainous
buildings against the sky, which some one
told him were New York. What happened
at Ellis Island Jaeopo cannot to this day
remember. He knows he was pulled and
hauled around from place to place, asked
millions of questions that he did not unde"-
stand, and Anally turned Into the street
with his precious bundles and a slip of pa¬
per on which was written the address of
Andrea Costello, a great friend of Pietro's,
anil to whom the returned Neapolitan had
told Jaeopo to go for lodging and assist¬
ance.

It was so beautiful to be on the <Jea*
earth again. He was in no hurry. Why
not walk? Instinct told him that his desti¬
nation lay northward, and he was soon

strolling up liroadway, laden with belong¬
ings, the object of casual amusement. It
was hard walking. The sea had not left
his legs and he found himself rolling a bit.
He decided to seek Andrea Costello's place.
Now for a "plees-a-man."
Surely, that must be one just ahead,

twirling that round stick and gazing retro¬
spectively into space. Jaeopo hurried for¬
ward and touched the awesome figure on
the sleeve. Patrolman MeDonnegan left
his castle In Spain and glanced down at the
greasy little tigure beside him.

*
* *

"Well, spaghetti, w'atehoo want?'' he
said affably.
Jaeopo thought of his lessons in English.
"Plls, Meestalre Plees-a-man.Dlo Caro,

I forget. Plis, Meestaire Plees-a-man, giv'a
me da job."
"A job? Skiddoo. I've got all I kin do

to hold me own job widout providin- cmer-
grant dagos."
Jaeopo scented a mistake. Producing his

slip of paper he gave It to the officer. Then
he remembered.
"Per San Gennaro," he muttered. "It is

my mistake.-'
He appealed again to Mr. MeDonnegan.
"Plls, Meestalre Plees-a-man, 'ow Ah

getta dces'a place?"
Years of service in lower New York had

given MeDonnegan a smattering of many-
tongues, and it was an easy matter for the
b!s. good-natured bluecoat to explain, part¬
ly by gesture and counting on the fingers
and partly by elementary English supple¬
mented by a stray word or two of Italian,
how Jaeopo destination was to be gained
by crosstown street car and leg exercise.
Profusely grateful, Jaeopo remembered
Pietro's teachings, and thought to win
further the good graces of this wonderful
plees-a-man.
"Buono giomo, mio amico," lie said, hi*

flue Latin smile shining like a sunbeam,
"go'a ta hell."
"Huh?" queried McDonnegan, taken by

surprise.
Jacopo beamed.
"Go'a ta hell; go'a ta hell."
MeDonnegan's paw clutched the astound¬

ed Italian by the collar.
"Watchoo mean, you dirty little dago

peanut, by lalkin' like that to ine? I've a

mind to give ye' a ride in th' wagon."
Jacopo shook with fear In the grasp of

the giant officer. What was wrong he knew
not. He could but repeat "Go'a ta hell" in
a vain attempt to express his gratitude
and Innocence of any wrong intent. Some¬
thing in his manner made McDonnegan
hesitate. Then it dawned on him that the
"dago" was using the objectionable phrase
with such deprecatory inflection and em¬

phasis as to rob It of all Insult, and the
possibility of Pletro's joke came to him.
He released his grip on Jacopo's collar.
"Skiddoo wid youse," he commanded.
"Go'a ta hell," said Jacopo, smiling, and

he turned up the street, leaving McDonne¬
gan to the enjoyment of the crude Jest.
Several more appeals to passersby were

necessary before Jacopo finally found the
tenement in which the Oostellos lived, and
was welcomed to their bosoms amid a bed¬
lam of jabbered Italian and the exudation
of much garlic-laden breath. He told of
his journey, his seasickness, the strange
things that happened to him at Ellis Island
and his encounter with the policeman. An¬
drea. who knew English well, laughed
hugely at Pletro's whimsical Jest and-#x-
plained It to Jacopo, who laughed in turn.
"Per Bacco," he laughed. "I shall get

even with amico Pietro when I return with
my fortune. Is it not so, Andrea?"

*
* *

All this happened two years ago. Last

week I stood in the broiling sun between
the rails of one of the new terminal tracks
in the union station yards watching a gang
of Italians labor under the throaty com¬

mands of an old Irish foreman. With me

was a friend who really knt-w some Ital¬
ian. I was after copy; he was to be my
Interpreter.
Noon came, and the gang threw down

their tools and seated themselves along
a row of empty freight cars. They pro¬
duced their luncheon. For the majority
it was a half-loaf of heavy-looking brown
bread, washed down by hydrant water. A
few of the group peeled onions with their
long-bladed clasp knives.tool and weapon
combined.sliced them and made a huge
sandwich of the half loaf. One unrolled
from a bit of greasy paper a rasher of
raw bacon. This he sliced and ate raw be¬
tween thick pieces of bread.
There was one of the number whose

bright smile of greeting attracted lis. We
spoke to him. My friend's Italian was

productive of fervent ejaculations of pl?as-
ure Seated on the ties at his side, my
friend plied the young laborer with ques¬
tions. That Is how 1 learned the stcry of
Jaeopo's emigration to America. For this
was Jacopo of the golden dreams. Two
years he had labored in ditches, tunnels
and excavations. He had been able to get
no better work as yet. But he was hope¬
ful. He had saved, oh. yes, $200. By win¬
ter he would enter into a fruit stand part¬
nership with a friend in New York city.
Yes, Maria was well, and the bambino, too.
In three years he was surely going back
and buy a tine vineyard.
"Deee'a no w'at you call'a da dope

dream," he explained to me in English.
Evidently he had gained much knowledge
of the vernacular. "Sometime w'en Ah
tell'a desa dey say 'Queet'a da smoke,
queet'a da smoke, mak a skeedoo.' Altro:
Birbante! (Ruffians by profession.) San
Genaa.ro! Ah mak'a da show. Amlco
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Peps an' me, we gone Bcll'a da peanutta
an' da o-ranje. Byme-by Ah niak'a da
skeedoo. Sure'a, meestalre. Ah put'a da
mon' in da po-ket.so (expressive Latin
gestures throughout this). Ah pack'a da
trunk, tak'a da beeg'a sheep, say go'a ta
h . America.wa't you call?.twenty-seex
for'a you. Pen once'a more Ah sae la
pui bella Napoli.Maria.de bambino. Ah,
meestalre "

After a moment the sunny side of his
Latin temperament asain had the mastery.
"I spik'a Eengleese good a now," he

added. "N'o'a catch'a me wid da Joke."
The labor? Oh, yes, it was hard, but

what would you? It brings Jl.jO a day and
a place to sl*ep in. There is almost al¬
ways a demand for gang labor on the
railroads, city and steam.
A place to sleep! Behold above a pic¬

ture of a typical "camp car," as the rail¬
road men call thesj makeshift quarters
made out of box cars. The Latin gen¬
tleman cutting a watermelon is one of
Jacopo's friends, a Sici\lan. Sorefoot 1a
the name given him on the railroad.
One day two summers ago he suddenly

threw down his crowbar and walked away.
"Hey, were in are you goln',"

yelled the foreman.
"Ah work'a no more'a dees'a day," said

Giuseppe.
"An' why n ?"
"By dam, feet. One bad'a feet, ali'a

right. Wori'ii jus' same. Two bad'a
feets, no good. By dam, dat's all."
And Giuseppe laid off for a week until

his "feets" were uble *to stand the gaff.
Hence the sobriquet.

*
I * *

Jacopo and his countrymen laboring out
at Eckington in the railroad yards are
members of a vast army of Italians em¬
ployed in similar work throughout the
country. They are valued by the railroad
companies not because of their strength,
which is slight, but because of faithful¬
ness to their tasks and economical and,
henco, steady habits.
From all over Italy they come; many

because of golden dreams like Jacopo's,
others to evade cl seriptlon to the army,
still others because of the 'merest taken
in their whereabouts In certain official
quarters. They all expect to reap a fer-
tune in two or three years. Many of the n

succeed, but r.ot In that shTt while. In
Italy back somewhere in the hills of Tus¬
cany, 1 believe, there is a tliriv ^ ! iwn

whose inhabitants aro nearly all ex-resi¬
dents of the United States.Italians that
came here to make their fortune and had
more or less success.
While here they give little trouble. In

congested quarters in big citics there »s

violence.vendettas, with stiletto ebl'.Tat'.s.
but It is always between Italians, they
leave Americans aione. At work they plod
faithfully, cheerfully giving the best they
can. Sometimes this is not much.
There were fifteen of them lined up at

Eckington to lift an SoO-pound rail. The
foreman gave them a disgusted glance.
He had betn working in southern terrl-

tory, and was not used to "dago" labor.
"Look at thlm dagos," he said to u®,

"two thousand of Vm to wan little 800-
pound rati. Four naygurs could toss thot
rail about like a bllly-ard cue.''

I gathered that negro labor has its ad¬
vantages over Italian, because of superior
physical strength and endurance. This
seems to be due to diet. The average negro
laborer gets plenty to eat. If not work¬
ing himself he usually has some woman

working for him. Ho wants meat, and
always manages to get it. Pork chops and
chicken do more for the muscles than
bread, garlic and water.
Jacopo's social pleasures are IVw Just

now. In the evening after work a little
something to eat Is cooked In front ot
the camp car. Then, perhaps, he will
change clothes, brush h'.s hair, wipe his
face on a rag and come Into town. Usu¬
ally this is only on Saturdays. Weekday
nights are spc-nt mostly in thn camp car
or about It. Perhaps a guitar is brought
out. and songs of enra Italia and la bellft
Napoli sung by the best voiced of the
laborers. Only thosa able to sing do so.
The others pr< for to listen and not queer
the effect by inharmonious buttlnps-ln. In
llils respect they have K on similar gath¬
erings of Americans.
Jacopo lives amid so much dirt that ha

has grown a bit careless. Anything grim¬
ier and more greasily unclean than the
interior of his summer home I have yet
to Investigate. But the artistie tempera¬
ment transcends ail things sordid. When
I asked Glus-jppc to pose for his photo¬
graph, he rushed to a cracked bit of mir¬
ror nailed to the car wall. Ho laid one
hand on ta,> of his head and witli a dubious-
looking nh encircled the for. finger with
a rldg. sticky, stiff curls. pressing
them tlriniy with his other hand served
the purpose of a curling iron. Then the
forefinger was carefully extract, d from the
cylinder of curls, and behold the tonsorlal
marvel pictured above. The grime that
blotched his face mattered not. It would
not show In the picture. Hut per San
Genn.iro, let our halrj ever b iu order.
But here's to you. Ja.-opo. May your

dream of fortune be yours in fact. May
three years see you wealthy and seasick,
homeward bound to "Sunny It," la pul
b l'.a Maria and little Giovanni, Adilio!

b\ R. S.

The British Crown. '

From the London Observer.
The crown is already ^f great weight.

thirtj -nine ounces and five pennyweights-*
rj light burden for the kins on the occa¬
sion when his majesty performs the cere¬
mony of opening parliament To udd to It
the Culiinan diamond would increase this
Weight by about three-quarters of a pound
avoirdupois, which, It is estimated. what
the jewel Would weigh after it was cut. The
crown, as it Is seen today in the Tower of
London, contains J,SIS diamonds, 'J*J7 pearls
and many other exquisite Jewels. Its chief
gem is the ruby, the value of which has
been estimated at £ 100.0U0, which was
given to the Black Prince In Spain in the
year l.'KiT, and was worn by Henry V in his
helmet at the battle of Aglncourt,


